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Aufbor of The Scarlet Coat".

( Copyright. 1897 , by Cli uton Ross. )

PART I.
Now, to explain how I became Involved

(Villi the great Arnold treason. I must go
back to France nt the time who.nl was dis-

honored.
On my twenty-thir- d blithday I wasdis-.misse-

from tlie regiment fiatenois, then
about for the American service on
the Chevalier de Tcrnuy's, fleet; fori liad
brought ilu nam.' 113 father gaveine lower
than in all its history; 1 had been branded
a cheat.n nd had fought a foolish duel which
had come to the queen's notice: and now I
could see her majesty'b flashing eyes as
Mie forbade me the court before all; I had
debts of honor to meet money liorrowed
from friends who needed; with, indeed, not
even the sold for my lodgings, much bss to
go to the one house in Auvergne wluvh wan
desolate with tunny mortgages Kveiywhete
I turned was a money-lende- r. No one was
left fcavo l)e Vitry, whom I hated.

The sun lay low over the treetops as
I walked along the path of the fountains,
eager to bo away, 1 knew not where. I
had no one to blame. Yet 1 had inten-
tions, honorable enough at the start. Who,
indeed, has not?

"Walking oil, I passed n homely-face- d

old man, who looked at me out or sluewd,
inquisitive eyes Dr. Franklin, the minis-
ter of the American Congress. He, too,
cast his ejes down, though only lately,
as a last resort, I had asked him a chance
to enlist in the cause over the sen a root's
errand; he was besieged by sorry adven-
turers. H'lnie many others of honest name
and funic he could not encourage at all
Row he, too, as I say tasked without
recagn4ttm; I Moiled Wtteily to myself.
Every door was closed; no chance re-
mained.

So 1 wniKkHed Ofl, lnigKlng despair. A
wdhmMi lar f chirping birds, it was
tmt adttctf mockery. I bated the world;
Its veiv ItricwlitetKS was maddening to
all Hi chagrin that would have the Klty
dart, wuh the rain puttering, awl a cold.
dosfirfl wt ml. Ami then, everything
Ihjiik Ititok-rabic- . 1 threw me down !! a
green bank and lay there cheeriest, till
bitocr exhaustion took my sense.

A little tke will currv from despair,
saMtoUiner, to hope; rrnn your present
life, with all iLs dissatisfactions, to the
Iast whkm has slipped so Tar from you,
ortothechaT-- or the future: and after all
I "was not entirely worn down.

Of lmyhood I thought as I lay with
fuce to the sky. and against tlie liluc honiu

tird hovered, i lay there as
peacefully as if I were on my own ter-
race anil Le Bel's, the black
hound's, muzzle in my hand; and An if I
were reflecting of "what Father Sylvester,
my tutor, declared of the saints, or the
simplicity Hint counts for true manliness.
I forgot all that hud been since, and I even
tlKJUght I could hear the swi,h of my
mother's skirt, and should see her dear face
bending over me. Ah, mc! that face, Ionic
since mm under the tomb in the parish
church, where the Sieurs. de la Renne.
honorable and yet not any very distin-
guished gentlemen, have slept, generation
after generation. Yet, buiely. I heard her
voice.

Raising myself. I saw beyond the glade
a stretch of bridle path, and the woman's
voice, after all. was not delusion, for she
was there in the glade
A black groom stood at the heads of two

horses. I nibbed my eye- -. Then spring-
ing to my feet I shook illusions and delu-
sions away.

She heard me, for she turned about,
showing a young lady who could have
been no more than eighteen: neither tall
nor yet short: a thin, dark face, framed
with black hair, and now expiessed by
startled blue eyes

VTJjq vour pardon, mademoiselle," I
said, bowing as nest I might. I could do
little less "I did not Intend to disturb
you."

But --lie stared with questioning eyes, and
Irememberelwherelhadseenherauduoted
her, unconsciously, when all the court had
been tittering at my displace.

"Yon were there?" I asked, brusquely,
twirling my hat.

She looked at me again and strangely
answered:

"I wn there, monsieur."
"Ah, I cannot hide it," I cried. "I am

the Sieur de la Rcnnc."
She stood there strangely, this English

girl. Suddenly her face brightened, and
she advanced, extending her hand.

"Monsieur de la Renne," she said in
bet sweetest voice, "i am Louise Mod-crie-

. of Virginia, daughter of one of the
American commissioners. '

"Yes, mndamolsclle," I said stupidly.
"Their majesties have graciously re-

ceived us." She bent a little silver
stick she held and lowered her ejes. and
then, blue, challenging, they were turned
to me:

"I hate to liave even tlie fox cornmod
by the dogs; r hate to see any man
when all turnagninst him. I believe '
she blushed. "Monsieur, it's but Chris-
tianity for us to be kind to those in
troiiWe. People tell me bitter things
or you. These may I so. But you
look no nl Jer than my brother, wiio iiuxh'
be in your trouble with your temptations."

She Jwhl this so impulsively that I look d
nt her as if she was some saint out or
heaven, and all my bitterness went awiy
like a win under the healing hand.

"Mademoiselle Moncrieff. " I said,
now humbly, "I deserve no pity of yours;
but 1 thank you for it. and it may be that
ome dny I may deserve it of you, heaven

helping me."
"It helps," said this strange young lady,

like a nun, "those who help themselves."
"You are very beautiful, mademoiselle,"

1 Baid, not thinking.
She stamped her foot impatiently.

I'My mother was a French woman, but I
like not at all tlie manner or you French-
men Silas!" she called to the gioom.

I advanced, remembering my mnnners.
"May I have the privilege of helping

yon to the saddle?"
"Thank vou, no. monsieur "
She pulled on her glove impatiently.

I am so sorry I spoke to you, monsieur.
"And I am glad," I cried.
She then lookedat me longand earnestly.

"It is not you, monsieur: 'tis your plight, I

that made mc speak to you against every
rule or etiquette. You are young " I

"Older than I appear," I said smiling, I
"twenty-thre-e, I chance to know well, for
this is m birthday."

"Then," she said, taking her seat from
n little mound, and bringing the careen-
ing hoise to quiet with a touch, "let not
onotli'T vear pass, without the Sieur de la of
Eenne able to'restoic his name."

"Mademoiselle." said 1, touched by this
interest of thciueie stianger. "your word
leave me brave."

"Oh!" she cried, "forgive a silly girl
who hasactedas no other would."

No," said I, snatching her hand and
raising it to my lips, "foi no woman in
the world can be like you, I swear."

She had snatched her hand as if angrily,
and yet had watched mc to the end, tl'e
dosed lids biding her eyes: and now sud-
denly

Be
she whipped up her horse and was

lost in the path's turn.
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Musing, I took up my interrupted way
Presently the wood opened and 1 came by a
broad path into a village street- - A little
crowd was gatheied watching a juggler,
who scattered his tricks with Parisian
Jargon. Seeing me, this rascal pointed.

"Ah, the captain, the Sieur de la Renne."
he said, Lending: "one of our nobility who
has Juggled, 'tis said, with honor."

Most or the canaille looked nt him, awed
at his effrontery: but a derisive titter ran
through the throng.

"Ah, the Sieur de la Rcnnc." said the
fellow again, encouraged by this round
of tardy applause: "tlie last of a gieat
name, whoowes millions, who has scattered
hib own and his tenantry's substance; who
has been dismissed tlie regiment Gatenol.s."

1 had an impulse to teach him man
ners; but, remembering, I held my head
erect, looking neither to right nor to

left. Yet my cheeks tingled with wretched
shame; my name was a byword.

I walked on, hurriedly, to the inn
where 1 had left two horses lie Vitry
had lent. My own long since were .ill
sold. Iluptistc Bemud, who had grown
up wltli n.c, was walling.

I had stabled there in coming from
Paris, out of shame at the remarks suits
to be made in the palace stables at tlie
sight or Do Vitry's horses. I knew that
grooms' gossip reaches masters; and even
in my condition, when it was known 1

did not own the coal on my back. I did
not wish It remarked that I borrowed
from him with whom 1 once had quarreled
fiercely. I still distlked He Vitry as
much: but he had done me many a favor,
as i have said; in fact, his favor had be-

come my need.

'What honor have you

"The reckoning." I cried now fiercely,
and paled lest 1 did not have the sum;
but luckily I had, with a sou to spare;
but, unluckiU, nothing to give to the
boy who was helping lUiptiste v.-- the
horses

"oive him a franc for me,"l cried, bent
on keeping up this hollow appearance.

So, with bravado, 1 whipped up to Paris:
buta sou inmy pocket;owingmylastfaith-fu- l

servant a franc in addition to the six
months' wage in debt, all told, to trades-
folk and gentlemen, some 90,000 francs;
with not even ti good name; with a positive
threat of the Bastile. I did not gjve tho-- e

who passed on horse or in coach chance to
fail in their recognition, but looked straight
forward, resolved, at least, to have tlie air
of Once a hymn struck my ears
from an open church door, and It was like
Mile Moncrierr's words. 1 felt a lump in
my throat.

"Ikiptislc," said I, weakly.
"Yes, my lord."
"We must parr, Haptiste. I no longer can

keep you from your wage. Yes I must owe
you a utile longer.

"You owe me naught," he said, stoutly.
"Ah!" I cried, "I owe all my best

friends, even my servants. I have naught
left. Whatdo they say the servant?''

"Xnught to me. One began, but I bnko
the head. "

"Yet you must go."
"Yes, my lord. And where?"
"To Auvergne."
"And you, too ?"

No " I wondereilif a shot in the heart
were not best, or the Seine. Then I shook
I he mood away. Was not I de la
Keiine? Albeit tlie last. Could I uot gain
again what I liad lost?

"Xo, Baptlste," I continued, "I go into
the world" -- and wherein tlie world? "for
fortune, for a name."

"And will not my lord's fortune be Bap-

tlste Braud's? Do you ask me to leave
you. my lord, whose ancestors have served
my lord's ancestors? No. I'll follow you,
and lei the wage stay."

1 leaned over my (I have forgot, .Tcande
Vitry's) horse's head and pressed his hand.

"But StiSnnne in Auvergne?" I asked at
last, looking back, for he had fallen to ids
place.

"She can wait. Let me see the world.
There arc girls and girls, and but one Sieur
de la Rcnnc."

"Thank God, but one!" I muttered, as we
cantered along in the twilight to my lodg-
ing. A troop of the king's guard swept by.

did not notice. Hope reached swift lo my
heart. Yet when I came to my lodgingdoor
the frloom was over me. The landlord btood
there threateningly, but I pushed past in
dudgeon.

"Out of my way, fellow, your account
will be settled "

I slammed the door In his malicious face.
The candle flickered, showing on the seal's
handle the three lions of the Sieurs de la
Rcnnc, and thcmolto"Non vis. seil virtus "

laughed bitterly. I had proven I had no
stiength. Had I either, a, spark of valor?

buried my face in my hands on the table.
do not know how long I remained thus. it

But presently I perceived I was hungry. I
raised my head, looking about disconso-
lately. I suppose I had been then a study
for despair. Yet I think it was not pov-
erty, not hungeralone, so much as thesense

my position. At the moment Baptistc
came clattering up tlie stairs; he always
has retained some of the clumsiness of
the country servant.

"I have returned from the Count do
Vitry's stables."

"So I perceive," I said Ironically
"The count craves my lord's presence at

dinner."
What did he wish of me?
"Come, Baptlste," I cried, having a

mind that he, too, should be fed from
Yitry's kitchen.

And Do TItry himself met us at thedoor,
as if he would anticipate the lackey: and
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lie readily devised my purpose in bringing
Bapthsto.

"Go down to tlie kitchen, my good
fellow," he said to him, while he locked
his arm in mine.

"I am delighted to see vou," he began
affably.

"As if anyone could be," said I, Where-
upon he burst into laughter.

"My dear Michel," he said, "you must
not be downcast. I am not about to de-

mand the 10,000 francs jiost-liast- e. To
tlie contrary, I ask you to allow mc to call
the account settled."

"I will pay all I owe. But, really, Be
Vitry, it is good of you to say so much; I
assure you, I appreciate it."

For a whipped dog will fawn oil the
hand that pats, though secretly holding
it hateful; and I confess that 1 could not
even then shake off a prejudice aguinst
him, which I know, many stiarcd.

In 1780, a man of seventy-rive.tli- e Count
de Vitry seemed strong, licli, successful.
Inheriting estates heavily encumbered,
he had brought to Paris a strange business
shrewdness, had become connected with
the levenucs, and hail accumulated mil-

lions; till nt that time he was said to be as
rich as the great Cardinal Ma sarin a mil-

lionaire through a king's bounty.
More than that, he was connected with

many private schemes which had bi ought
him, it was said, excellent retain-- , and he
was then identified with a land speculation
in Louisiana. Needy adventurers flocked
to him with all possible enterprises; !f
some he encouraged and others lie turned
away, lie always had about if small army
of needy sycophants and who
knew him at heart false, and flattered him.
And as 1 say. when 1 began the downward
career he stood by me, but ! was sine I

mu-- l pay fur ids favor.
I moved uneasily under his little, scru-

tinizing, black eyes. 1 never could endure
De Vitrv's eyes, or those or that unfrocked
priest, Maurice de Talleyrand.

"Why don't you, Michel, seek service with
the Americans?''

"I have no money.
"Hah! What of that?"
"I have asked Dr. Franklin, audnnturally

I was rerused. He doubtless knows my
reputation; and after her majesty's angel
today, I have small chance."

"Itah! What or that?"
"And 1 sav thai it's easy for the strung

loft bei'oro the world'.'"

to ridicule the weak; to ay what might,
anii what might not be."

"You are Trout the army?"
"In disgrace," said 1. stolidly.
"(,h, De Vitry said, with a

sneer; "itmeans.-impl-y that you hnveacted
like a fool, with no wit, no at nil
1 wiil give you hope. Do you see thli?"

He took a paper from his desk, dangling
it before my eyes. 1 rMid It with wonucr.
for it was a request from the Marquis de
Lafajctle to Di Franklin, asking him
to recommend to Congress, a young gentle-
man of ancient family, iiieliel. Sieur de
la Renne, till lately captain in the regi-
ment Gatmois, but dismissed that service
for youthful indiscretions I lead this,
as you may imagine, astounded.

"More than that, I assume half the pay-

ment or your debts. For tlie other, l shall
secure you two years."

"And why?" I asked bewildered, "why
this interest in nie?"

"De la Uenne, the wish to secure your
service," he said with the frankness of
cunning.

"For what?"
"A desperate chance."
"I care not how desperate."
"You agree?"
"Is it consistent?"
"Pooh, man! what honor have you left

before the world? You must take the
hazard; don't you see, you must dare.
And should you succeed, money can buy
honor."

"Well, perhaps," said I; "but I can't
quite agree. What is the chance?"

"I must have your decision first."
"I can't give it, till I know."
"But bhould you not care to undertake

it, how shall we know you may not be-

tray us?"
"You must risk that, monsieur,'' I said

coldly.
"Oh, I beg your pardon," he began.
"I see but this: That I am to take serv

ice in America; that I am to have time
on my debts. But what of all that?
There is more?"

"You are to take service with me.'1
"What kind?"
"You are to assist in an enterprise that

will. pay considerably."
"I don't understand."
What lias done most to keep up the

American rebellion?"
"I don't know; jes, Washington.' s gen-

eralship."
"Exactly. Yet there is dissatisfaction

with him; jealousy among certain offi-

cers, wiio would wish to see him super-
seded."

"I dare say," said I contemptuously.
"There is Gen. Charles Lee, who Is now

discredited." ,
"Yes."
"Gen. Gates many others."
"Well? What of it, monsieur?"
"An American officer, Gen. Benedict

Arnold, has offered Monsieur de Luzerne,
his majesty's minister at Philadelphia,
to usehisinfluencefor the French interests,
if the king will pay his debts, which are as
burdensome as yours. The Count de

has rejected that proposal; but
has come to the attention of certain

individuals In Paris, that, failing with
this negotiation, this Gen. Arnold has ap-

proached the English, and that they have
bought him. Now these individuals have
Gen. Arnold in their power. They agree
not to reveal his treachery on the condition
of his paying to them half or what ho re-

ceives from the British autugrities in the
event of his success.'

"But, monsieur, the Americans arc our
allies, ' I cried , aghast.

"This is a financial proposition, Capt.
de la Renne. What it they may be?
We merely remain quiet. Should the
affair fail, we still have Gen. Arnold In
our power."

"But how am I to act in this?" I
said, still coldly enough.

"These persons undertake a more seri-
ous enterprise; nothing less than the ao--

ducilon or Gen. Washington. Having ab-

ducted Gen. Washington, they will hold
him till they can make terms with the
British Tor his delivery. Do you under-
stand?" !'.tTo Be' Continued.)

0W the jMqdern Woman.
Dedicates the Bathroom
to Health and Beauty. 0
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Few, probably, realize in what a degree

the bathroom is a fin de siccle luxury.
Less than twenty-fiv- e years ago it was
found only in the homes of the favored
few, but now no house of the smallest pre-
tentions is without one

The bathrooms of the wealthy today
rival those- of the Romans in the period
when perfumed baths were taken two and
three times a day. The room is laige and
airy and is flooded with sunshine. The
walls and ceiling are tiled in pure white or
in delft, white. and blue. The bathtub is
of marble sunk deep in the lloor. Pure
silver gleams in towel rack and soap dish,
and as the pure, clear water flows from
the nickle shower one is transported to
fairyland, where, in a cavern of spark-
ling gems, tlie drip, drip, drip of some d

spring is heard, j

It is only in the palaces of the rich. !.'ever! that suggests anything
poetic Tlie bathroom or tlie great middle
classes displays rather a practical under
standing of tlie lawsjuf health, and a de-
sire to comply with them.

'1 he inosi ucshai.lo bathroom 1ms a wli.-do- w

racing the n.utb or the west, en-
abling iln occupant to take n sun as well
:i a water bath. 'I Ihtc .should alio be
some means of heating It in cold weather,
since a bath taken hi a chilly room is apt
to do more harm than good. If the room
is not connected with tlie rurnuce. iret
Tor it a small gas stove, and light ltal.out
fifteen minutes before the bath is lo be
taken. There should be nothhigalHjut the
bathroom which can harbor any lurking
germs or disease. Kverj thing must be of
such a nature that. It can readily I ecleaucil
wltli soap ami water. For the walls and
ceiling tiling is certainly preferable, but
as It Is verj CNjeiiMvo. tin- - modest house-wir- e

find-- , an ex.t client substitute in
tiled paper, which comes In the same
colors and designs When tiled paper is
used for the walis, the ceiling should be
painted, not Jcalsomintil, pure white. The
woodwork should also receive a few coats
of the same. The best tub for ordinary
use is of porcelain or enamel. Unfor-
tunately many houses which have been
standing for some yen is have cabinet tubs.
They are usually of hard wood, and if
v.irni-he- d and given a high polish from
time to time, may be kept in perfect iiy- -

gipiuc coiiuiiiou. .irpeu- - no longer cover
the floors. Luxurious bathers demand
inlaid mosaic patterns, also in the delft
colors, Avhile ordinary mortals are content
with linoleum, which, if not a delight
to the eye, may be kepo perfectly clean.

Iacij Imlhtoom should) contain a vnh-stani- l

In many it is of marble: built in
tlie i odiii, with the polished pipeji exposed
beneath. If not. it is best to supply one
or painted j ion, in white, to haimonize
Willi the walls and ceiling

The newest towel-nick- s are or nickel,
Instead of. wood, as foimerly One sta-
tionary loii, to be fastened to the wall,
may be pui chased for a dollar; $3 will se-

cure a lack witli tiiree movable rods, while
a very pictty towel shelf can be had for
St .50. :

The best soap-di-in- s one that hang's on
the edge or a tub and is made of twisted
wire, with a sinall mutfolica dish. It cots
about 75 centsand is very convenient, i spe-
cially with children, wiio aic apt to place
Hie soap where it will spoil the woodwork.
An exceedingly daintystamhng soap-dis- h is
of plated silver, with five piongs to hold
the soap up and keep it dry; price $3
Solid silvei dishes may also lie purchased,
but as the cheapest are $25 they are not
likely to become very popular.

Nowadays a shower is considered
necos-ai- j, although many bath-.oom- s

have been built without them. One
with a i libber tube that can be ere wed lo
the faucet may be puichased for Si 00-i- r

a double spiny is an additional
Tifty cents will secure that. Another es-

sential adjunct to the bathtub is a 'mall
seat of such shape that it can be fastened
to tlie end of the tub. This does away
with the portable footbath, which, at lest,
is quite a nuisance.

The modern bather, however, is not
content with a bathroom, pure and simple
To be entnely satisfactory , it must be sup-
plied witli an endless variety of r'igs,
brushes and mittens.

The bath rug is certainly an exc-lle- nt

institution. It is made of heavy Turk--

. i

A Model

isIi toweling, nnd 'caclt member of the
family is provided with one, and after
use it is washed Just as any towel would
be. Very fastidious 'persons, who ob-

ject not only to putting tlie foot on
linoleum used by others, but to coming
into contact with .the bathtub as well,
line the entire tuli with a coarse linen
sheet before filling it1 with water A
similar sheet is plated beside nit tub,
and, her bath over, my lady steps Into
it.. This sheet is sq iargc that the cor-

ners can be used for drying purposes,
instead of a towel.

Sponges are no longer used for bathing.
The searchlight of modern science has I
discovered that germ cling to them, and a
that no amount or care will keep them per-
fectly clean. In their place, we have
brushes and mittens.

Inbuj inga brush, careful attention should
be given to the condition or one's flesh.
It is said that a woman is able to bear a
much harsher brush than a man, whose
muscular flesh offers a greater resistance.
In the same way, the requirements of

vary.
Hound brushes, while offered in great

quantities at the stores, are not nearly a
so serviceable as the long, narrow Idnd.
The latter have long handles, curve in and
out, and enable a person to give any part
of the body a thorough brushing. If one
objects to such vigorous treatment, a pair
of mittens may be used.

The mitten made of loopha is very like it.
a sponge when wet, and Is really cx--

cellent. Others are of Turkish towelling
and linen braid, the latter knit on coarse
needles. An additional advantage is
that they can be made at homo.

The "friction glove" also en-

ters largely into the modern bath. It is
used dry, to promote proper circulation,
and may be employed at any time, whether
a bath has been taken or not. It Is made
of root fiber, knitted horsehair, horse-
hair made into a brush witti the back of

m
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the mitten of stockinet, and also of macra-m- o

cord. The knitted gloves are best for
those who desire mild treatment.

For such, also, are towels knit of braid
or very coarse cotton ou large needles,
answering equally well the requirements or
the "friction" glove.

Special brushes for the face are pre-
pared of camel's hair and goats hair, the
latter tlie better by far.

These are the means taken by modern
women to preserve their health and
youth. Much advice regarding beauty Is
given, nnd much wisely-foli- o wed. Yet the
keynote of the situation is tlie bathroom,
and each day sees it more clearly guarded
as a shiine of Hygela.

TWO BIG, BAD MEN

The big, bad man In our mining camp en
Roaring River was mimed Sam Robinson,
and the big. bad manoftliecampbelo'v wim
named .Urn Stebbitis Each was jealous C f
the prestige of the other, and about once
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a week a challenge was issued, and 5am
went down to see Jim, or Jim came up to
see Sam. Tlie program and the result were
always the same If Jim came up to our
camp he had a couple of guns and a knife
on display, and lie would softly inquire of
the first in;. n he met.

"Stranger, kin I allow that this or'
Camp Watkins?"

"You kin."
'Thanks Kin I further allow that youhev

aontteramongyc namedrfnmuel Robinson,
"esq

"Exactly Want to eee him?"
"1 dew Will you have tiie condescend-i-

kindness to inform him that a gentle-
man wishes to see him on a matter of
blzness straight bizne V Be sure to say
that It's a gentleman, and tha.t It Is a
matter of bizness."

Sam would be notified and he would get
his two guns and his bowle knife, and
walk forth to meet Jim. As they came
together he would inquire:

"Be this the gentleman who wanted to
see rne?"

"She be."
"On blzness?"
"On bi7ness, sah. I hev cum as a gen-

tleman, rati, a perfeck gentleman. Do I

address Samuel Robinson, esq.?"
"You dew."
"And ar' he a gentleman?"
'He ar' . Yes. sah, he was brung up

a gentleman, and he can't be nuthin' else.
Do I hev the honor of speakln' to Mr.
James Stebbins?"

"You dew. I hev no keerds with me,
but that'.-- my cognomen. Mr. Robinson,
I hope ye won't take offense when I say
that I kin lick ye outer yer butes in five
whoops and a holler?"

Hathrootn.

"Certainly not. Also permit me to In-

dulge in the hope that ye won't git yer
back up when I remark tliat yer a first-cla-

duffer!"
"Of course, not. I know what be-

longs to a gentleman. Mr. Robinson,
no true gentleman will wear a gun on
his hip for ornyment, nor pick his teeth
with a bowie knite. Kin 1 allow that
you know the use of them ere deadly
wcepins?"

"Ye kin, Mr. Stebbins ye kin. Would
ye prefer to be stmt or sliced? It's my
busy day, but ye shall hev it as ye wish."

"Thanks. That!s powerful kind o ye
can't express my pleasure at nieetin'
real gentleman out ycrc. Ye might try

sho&tin at fust, nnd if that don't work. yo
might slice away with the knife. By the of
way, Mr. Robinson , hev' ye selected lie
spot whar ye wantyer carcass to repose?"

"Xo, "Mr. Stebbins, I hevn't. Do you want
to be plalnted on a hill or down in a holler?
Don't be afenrcd to put me to a Ieetle
trouble. One gentleman always stands
ready to do favors fur another."

That was the way they would d

for an bour or so, each having
gun ready to shoot, but no shooting

ever taking place. But one day their guns in
went off by accident, and each ran for a
rnlle in opposite directions.

"Boys," explained our big, bad man, "I'm
ready to own up, and I reckon It's the same
with Jim. We both run. We couldn't help a

We ar' two gentlemen, and no true
gentleman ever stops to be shot!"
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! By LAWRENCE

There was a little safe in
the depot at Dumphy'B Glen, but every-

body knew that It never contained any-

thing of special value. It served well
enough to hold the books and papers or
the office and a little loose change. There
was practically no business done at Dum
phy's. If It had been otherwise the sta-

tion would never have been left in ebarge
of a mere girl like Lena Stearns.

Fifteen years ago It was quite another
story. At that time Dumphy's Glen was
in the midst o'f its boom as a prospective
summer resort, and when Lena's father
bought the barren little plot of gravel and
bare granite upon which he bad erected
his store he had paid for It at tlie rate
of Sio n front foot, and had ttouhk? In
getting it at that. But he had Hel long
since, broken in fortune and in spirit
The- - big dismantled "SnnntorlMiM" on the
hill was utterly abandoned. Half the glass
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in its dark, dirty windows was broken;
squirrels scurried-ove- r the sagging ver-i- n

das; the warping shingles blew down from
the roof in every storm; the eaves were a
hive for wasps and hornet.,.- - "The streets
that had been so hopefully laid out led
nowhere. Park" avenue started well, but
soon Iostitself among brambles and bushes:
its-- pretentious name bung askew from Its
rotting post, held by one rusty nail.

The store, however, was still kept up,
for there was a little country trade. Mrs.
Stea rns lived With hiJrdaughteriulheupper
story, and managed to sell or harter across
the dingy counter cotton thread, nails,
molasses anil patent medicine enough to
pay the interest on the mortgage nd live.
Lena, who was now eightpr-n- , had to do
something, of course, and as she was un-

mistakably a bright gl rl and had mastered
bookkeeping and telegraphy she easily
obtained the unimportant Ksition of sta-
tion agent at Dumpliy's. where ."be sold
half a dozen tickets a week, itapgeda tralH
when there was a passenger, aud boarded
at home.

Lena was not only bright and efficient,
but decidedly pretty This fact had been
discovered by John Sturgin, the siat.,H
agent-- at Pine Ridge, ten inHes above: It
was a source of regret to him that he tviu
not the only discoverer. As It was, he
perversely turned his back on the well- -

stocked stores at the Ridge, and did a sus-
picious amount of trading at the Glen lie
also did more telegraphing at times than
business seemed to require. The wires
must have felt a queer thrill, ad some of
those messoKea pulsed through them
though tlie words were as trivial and as
remote from the sentiments they voiced
as in any other rustic courtship.

Though scarcely any money ever found
lodgment at Dumphy's Glen, a good deal
passed through it. About twelve miles
below were the great sawmills at Sabine
Fall3,andevery weekahenvy cash-bo- x was
expressed thither from the city to pay the
men. The train which conveyed it, how-
ever, scarcely ever stopped at the little
flag station; but there was one notable ex-
ception.

It was about the middle of March, and
heavy rains had stripped tlie hills of their
white winter clonks. "They're just like
folks who lay off their wraps too soon,"
thought Lena, drawing her fleecy "fasci
nator" more closely abput her neck and
shoulders for the bky"had cleared, and
the air was growing frosty, "Tliey look
as" if they were catching their death of
cold."

She was standing on the platform, watch-
ing the belated express as it rounded the
curve. To her surprise, it slowed and came
to a stop, though she had not flagged it.
The door of the baggage car slid open,
and the agent jumped out, dragging the
cash box after him.

Shall hate lo leave this Jiere tonight,'
he explained, "Bad wash-ou- t at Tamu-rac- k

Creek, three miles down, and we
can't get through to Snbme possibly;
orders are to run back at once. Have
wired to the Mills to send men round by
the road, and they'll be here soon. It'll
be all right; nobody else will know the
sturfs iiere. Come, we'll put it in the safe
for you."

So Lena opened the safe while the agent,
with the help of a brakeman. brought in
the box. It was a snug fit, though she
pulled out all the books to make room for
it. Then the men boarded the train,
which slowly backed up the line until it
was out of sight.

Tiie girl the depot, locked the
door, threw a fresh supply of coal on the
fire, and waited alone for the messengers
from the mills. An hour parsed, and an-

other and another; at last the hand of the
clock stood at 11, and still they had not
come.

John Sturgin was also sitting alone in
the ticket office at Pine Ridge. Thoughts

Lena were uppermost in his mind a
thing not unprecedented but tonight iiii
head was full of fancies. He knew about
the cash box, for he had spoken with the
express agent as the train backed through.

"I'm afraid the little girl was worried I
about that money," he museil. "She isn't
used to that sort of thing. But it can't
have been In her bauds more than half an
hour."

The telegraph it his elbow was clicking
an uneasy, irregular fashion, but he had

scarcely noticed It. All at once the signal
sounded loudly. This, was followed by an
unintelligible rattle; even his practiced
ear could make nothing of it. Then, after

moment's silence, came words broken
and fluttering but to his quick apprehen-
sion they sounded like an articulate cry.
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"OOO Help!" Then a confusion
or clicks, and again the instrument secunil
to cry out: "O 0 Save L "

He sprang to the key and tried to tele-
graph a question; butane conld get no

The wires seemed badly out or
order. He was mucli alarmed. Something
was wrong horribly wrong nt Duu.phv'.-
Glen. It would not do to wasto time."

He ran out of the depot. "Look after
things, .Mac," he called to the taggnge
ma n.

His tricycle was Ionain? agatnst the
building; be had lirtwgtK it out that day
for tne first time hIrcc winter set In.
WKh a qtt-cl- push ami a leap he wnsin the
8hlle,lMiindtHgal4ngtneltN.rruxuumad

DliM-- ytt for more sinrttghc Ute nleht
seemed wonderfully Iuimrouk. But thelight wim flcrn!-- . there irwe moment when

II seiwd liarlml la darkness. Then the
lanteapi- - brightened Hd gtmwnbred hh
If the moon bud emerged tntn behind a
cloud. But there was no moon: h caw
hat tJ moon would not rteu utH mofii-tn- t;

was near
Thf railway circled the foot of the hHI,

but the road ran straight over the summit.
!5 st.enuoHs effort he had already reached
the crot, and the hrd drlrwn wheel leaped
forward with a rrsh burst of speed as it
felt the downward ow.

Kuddenly the air .seemed full or rosy
Up it, as If tinged with the glow of
dawn. Though we were now running at
a breakneck pace, he glanced upward.
The sky was nflmne with the flickering
pennants of the aurora norealis. Near

the horizon lay a bonk of dusky haze,
through which the stars gleamed faint-
ly. Above it wavered a pale phospho-
rescent curtain, which shivered as If
shaken by gusts or wind: from behind
which ruddy streamers shot up to the
very zenith, and flickered and waned
and brightened It was a magnificent
display, but as the descent was becoming
steeper every moment, lie was obliged to
keep bis eyes fixed on theroad.

He was now rushing down the rough
truck witli a violence tlrat nlinoot defied
control. The overstrained tubing gave
under ids weight to the very limit of its
strength; the machine heaved and palpi-
tated like a frightened horse, and shied
wildly amid the ruts and stones that he
could not avoid. At a sharp turn of the
road he swungout so far that he felt the
iiiud tire slipping on the icy edge, and
barely escaped plunging down the embank-
ment: then the depot windows flashed into
view.

After that the bicycle must Itnve chosen
itsown toijrse.for Sturgin wasiio&conKrio is
or guiding it. For the sash was ralrAHl,
and against the yellow lamp-ligh- t he
saw the dark outline of a man crawling
inthrough the opening: another follow eil

The last figure had. scarcely disappeared
when bis wheel came to a stop in the deep
sand of the station xaid. He drooi!
from the saddle, p tided a re-

volver from his hip pocket, and spwisg to
the window.

The depot consisted of a siHgle irom.
The safe and the telegiaphie apparatus
were on the further rtde. In the mid
die of the floor stood Lena, defiant, with
clenched hands and glowing clweks. Jok-in- g

straight down the btaek muzzle 'f a
pistol that a huge wm holding
clofeto her face.

"You unlock that safe, right quicic. and
no nonsense," he was saying.

"I won't; I caB't," cried Lew.
The other IMrnUer. h sedjr little ftlkw

with thin lips ami a hteht face, whs by
th safe examining the lock. He tamed
toward the girl.

"Ye might as well save trowMe," he
jrfild. "We know what's hre, n' we're
sola to have it. Thte is bta, understand.
We shan't hurt ye, ir ye benavo."

The girt glaeed at htm with angry con-
tempt Her I4ud vtm hotting.

"There ain't goln' to h Moody to help
ye." the follow continued. "The road

Id down -- swep' away by the freshet
-- and the fellers from the Mills won't git
here yet awhile. Yer ima'u too tw off, an'
she ain't no good aaywny. We got to
have that key, fur we ain't got no tools
handy Be lively now We kin be roush
if we have ter."

With a sudden motion Lena palled the
key from her apron pocket. The big
ruffian beside hor snatched at it, lowor.ng
his pistol as he did so; but with the quick-
ness or o cat she fUing the little piece
steel through the open door of the stove,
where it slipped down among the glowing
coals. The fellow caught up the poker
and plu age if it into the red-ho- t mass, but
the key hud disappeared. With a cry of
ra;;e he sprang toward the jnrl; but wnile
his back was turned she had darted across
the room and jerked open a drawer.

"Throw up your hands, you scoundrel "
The command came In a hoarse roar

from the open window. The desepmdo
wheeled, saw a fierce, livid face glar-
ing in from the outer gloom, saw also
a leveled weapon, and suspected more
behind. He dropped his pistol and obeyed.

Laing Ms left hand on the sill, John
Sturgin leaped through the window wi--h

one bound. There Is no record-break-

like love and anger In things athletic.
Meanwhile the lesser villain was strug-
gling with the fastenings of the nearest
window; but when he glanced over hi.--

shoulder and caught the glint of another
revolver in the liands of Lena as ne
stood by the open drawer, he desisted.

"Give it up," he said cooly "Ye got
me sure, little girl; though how them
fellers got acrot so quick beats me.
Now, don't git narvous with that popper
or jcurn. I'll rest easy, an' I ain't got
no gun anyway."

"Give me your pistol, Lena," said
sturgin, bis voice still quaking wirt
cltement. "Now, you two brutes stand
here, face to the wall, hands up. Lena,
please send a message through the Urand-por- t

for a train and posse "
She sent the message as she was bid-

den: but the steadiness wa soue frm ..-

hand and the color from her cheek. She
felt faint; she threw open the door and
gazed up the track. The night had grown
very dark, though n filmy veil or auroral
light still flitted now and then across
the starry background.

At length the rumble of an engine was
heard, a welcome sound to Sturgin, whose
arms were so palsied with weariness and
nervous tension that he could hardly hold
the pistols- - It was just as well that his
prisoners were so placed that they couldn't
see him. Soon, however, they were in the
bands of the deputy sherirr, and the strain
was over.

Sturgin sat holding both Lena's hands
in lii3. "I can't understand it," he said.
"How did it happen, dear, that you tele-
graphed me for help so long before those
villains reached the depot?"

"I telegraph!" she cried. "Why, I didn't;
couldn't. I hadn't the smallest chance

untllafteryoiicnme,justlntheniekof time,
and saved me, John."

"Ach!" exclaimed burly Mac, who was
standing by. "It'll bo them northern lights
doneitjllkely. Ye know wrfatafrddle-raddl- e

they'll make long othe wires, an set all
the soun'ers clacktn'. An' I'm thinkin
Sturgin, somebody's whim-wha- done the
rest."

"It was a message straight from heav-

en,' murmured Lena.
And doubtless both she and Mac were

right.


